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VISIONS
In the days of the Renaissance 
the towns-folk would often hold 
huge parades to celebrate an 
artist's successful completion of 
a painting. We need some stan­
dard of criticism then, not only 
to stimulate the artist, but also 
to raise the cultural level of the 
people. . .1 am not sure just what 
form this system will take, but I 
am sure that the Negro artist will 
have to revise his conception of
— Romare Bearden 
The Negro Artist and Modern Art 
December, 1934
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Our history books inform us that 
Black people are responsible for two 
major cultural explosions in America: 
the Harlem Renaissance in the 1920's 
and the Black Arts Movement in the 
1960's. While historians are quick to 
point out the effects of these periods on 
art, few mention the socio-political rami­
fications of art on the times. Indeed it is 
probably no accident that Garvey's pan- 
Africanist movement and the struggle 
for Civil Rights and Black Power coin­
cided with these two major movements 
in the history of Black art. In both cases 
the freedom to artistically create mir­
rored the creation of political freedom.
If this cycle continues to repeat it­
self, Black America is due for two major 
uprisings in the decade to come, one 
artistic and one political. Recent global 
developments indicate that a political 
uprising may be essential for our sur­
vival, but I wouldn't be so sure about
And so the stage is set and the lights are up on the latest of a series of 
journals dedicated solely to the pinings and progress of the Black com­
munity. In years to come, just as in years gone by, it will be the texture 
and timbre of our art that announces our location on the evolutionary 
cycle.
have chosen to analyze them nonethe­
less. With this edition of The Maroon, 
our staff takes a look at the world of 
Black Arts and Entertainment, past, 
present, and future.
The majority of FM radio listeners 
and BET watchers probably recognize 
Black art as the dead matter that floats 
around the pool in the latest Luke 
video. Wrong. The sad result of our ab­
sorption into American McCulture is 
that we confuse commercialism with 
creativity. Our staff endeavors to cor­
rect this misconception with essays, 
analysis, and reports on music, muse­
ums, lyrics, literature, fashion, photog­
raphy, cinema, clubs and parties, graf­
fiti and other industries which regulate 
African-American creativity.
In limiting ourselves to these areas, 
we are submitting to convention some­
what; there is as much artistry in the 
way Allen Iverson plays ball as there is
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progress of the Black community. In 
years to come, just as in years gone by, it 
will be the texture and timbre of our art 
that announces our location on the evo­
lutionary cycle. It is my hope that as a 
collective, we are not content with the 
state of our people, or the art which re­
flects our character. We pray that this 
edition of The Maroon might provide a 
catalytic impulse for the reader to recog­
nize the artistic evolution to come, and 
the spiritual revolution which it reflects.
Ase.
an artistic revolution led by Puffy 
Combs or Terry McMillan. The Get 
Money I Get Your Groove Back era of art 
is the stuff that false dreams, not inde­
pendent realities, are made of.
So the question becomes, What is a 
revolution without artists to announce 
its arrival? How is it that Public Enemy 
can't sell a record and "Put it in Your 
Mouth" is the most popular party song 
of 1996? These questions may be beyond 
our scope, but we at The Maroon Tiger
in the way Walter Mosley constructs his 
novels. Though we conform to the con­
straints of convention, we do not deny 
that Black folk turn the most mundane 
activities into works of art; It is one of 
the many miracles of our melanated 
existences that everything we touch 
becomes instantaneously
SUPERnatural.
And so the stage is set and the lights 
are up on the latest of a series of jour­
nals dedicated solely to the pinings and
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The Urban Artistic Explosion
by papa smurf duvalier
In times gone by there was the griot 
and the scribe, watchers and multi-me­
dia preservationists of civilization's 
birth. Like human satellites they honed 
in on the signals around them and 
beamed them back interpretatively, us­
ing conventional methods so that those 
on the earthly level could comprehend. 
These culture colorists re-created life's 
daily passing on great brick walls, in the 
process providing ancestry for today's 
urban artists. In craft and purpose, graf­
fiti and hieroglyphics are undoubtedly 
of the same blood. Understanding these 
assessments to be even marginally true, 
it would be incongruous to say that the 
hip -hop graffiti movement began in the 
late 70's in America's inner cities. In 
truth, the movement is as old as the 
artist's need to announce himself on a 
larger-than-average canvas. However, 
the last twenty years have seen a politi­
cizing of non-traditional art that is defi­
nitely worthy of note. First, there was 
the migration of the movement to the 
underground, a literal transposition be­
neath the surface to the subway systems 
where trains became moving murals 
overnight. In the early 80's New York 
City mayor Ed Koch publically came 
down on the graffiti that had turned up 
all over the city. His denouncement of 
the art form made graffiti OFFICIALLY 
subversive, enabling street art to become 
one more method which the hip-hop 
community could use for simultaneous 
expression and revolt. In some spaces 
the tag is the medium of choice for an 
artist to declare his arrival at a certain 
place and time. Simple signatures and 
characters drawn in an infinite array of 
ways are in some aspects a way of pro­
ducing public history books: I tagged, 
therefore I was.
In any event, we give tribute to the 
graffiti art form, recognize it as a con­
tinuance of an antiquital tradition, and 
celebrate its place as the hip-hop 
generation's contribution to the canon 
of visual art. As rappers use voice, our 
graffiti artists use swipes of spray paint 
cans to inform us, inspire us, and pique
our awareness. Like the scribes of an­
cient Kemet, they are the creators of the 
signs of the times.
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So You
Wanna Be A 
Producer?
by brian armstead
The year is 1996, and hip-hop is in a 
terrible state of affairs. If it isn't bad 
enough that there's a plethora of wack 
mc's dropping cliché verses, there's an 
even larger number of mediocre produc­
ers supplying them with material. Yes, 
producers. The guys you usually don't 
consider blaming when you think to 
yourself, "this sh*t sucks!" These people 
are at least 50% responsible for anything 
you hear that's wack - or dope.
Don't take this to mean that MC's are 
absolved of all blame for a terrible prod­
uct, but it's the producer's job, first and 
foremost, to create compositions that
Don't take this to mean that
MC's are absolved of all blame 
for terrible product, but it's the 
producer's job first and fore­
most to create compositions that 
will inspire the artist to go that 
one step beyond what the pub­
lic is used to hearing from him 
or her.
will inspire the artist to go that one step 
beyond what the public is used to hear­
ing from him or her. Being in the pro­
duction field myself, I decided to give 
aspiring producers some do's and 
don't's to consider when they're work­
ing.
--The most important element of good 
production is the drum track. Drums 
are the foundation for the beat. The MC 
rhymes to the drums, not the melody. 
A nice pattern with a crisp snare or rim 
shot, a full bass kick, and properly EQ'd 
high hats can do wonders for an other­
wise mediocre beat. If you do choose to
sample break beats, try to be cre­
ative. Please, if possible, avoid 
"kick-kick-snare, kick-kick-snare" 
patterns .
—Since sampling is such a big 
part of production for so many of 
us, it is important to attempt not 
to use samples that have already 
been used (Someone send a copy 
of this to Trackmasterz, Jermaine 
Dupri, and Puffy Combs.) I don't 
know about you, but every time I 
hear "Between the Sheets" I ex­
pect to hear Da Brat or Notorious 
B.I.G., and that's never good.
Sampling is expensive, so it's 
never a bad idea to try to disguise 
the sample by distorting it or mix­
ing it with other sounds. Research is im­
portant also; jazz and R&B aren't the 
only genres to sample. Try to find 
sample sources that you know other 
producers don't use. This also helps you 
to create your "sound." Remember, you 
never lose points for originality.
—Avoid cluttering your tracks. Don't 
use all 24 or 48 tracks because they're 
available. It was dope for Public Enemy 
beats, but it's not anymore. Tracks with 
too many instruments or unnecessary 
sounds are annoy­
ing. Search for a full 
sound without clut­
tering the beat with 
unnecessary instru­
ments. This is the 
most difficult task 
for some producers.
K.I.S.S. (Keep It 
Simple Stupid) is the 
best rule to follow.
Try to avoid repeti­
tion. If you can't lis­
ten to the beat for 
four minutes with­
out getting bored, 
what makes you 
think that someone 
can write a song to 
it? Do your best to 
accommodate the 
artist; small changes 
in the beat that could 
enhance their perfor­
mance are minor.
Try to provide dy­
namic elements that 
will keep the artist 
and listener's atten­
tion. Keep this in 
mind especially
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when coming up with the break for the 
chorus.
These are only some of my personal 
observations; there are scores of others 
that haven't been mentioned. It's kind 
of arrogant to assume that I know the 
set process for creation. It goes without 
saying that there are others that might 
disagree or have additions or modifica­
tions. But that leads into my last sug­
gestion. Never become too arrogant; 
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It's 2096. I want to study the culture 
of African American women in the 
1990's, the decade before the new 
millenium. What did they value? What 
characteristics did they share? How did 
they interact? What was their role in so­
ciety?
I gather a few statistics and note some 
historical milestones, but I want to dig 
deeper and feel the ambience of the 90's 
Black woman: I pick up a few collector's 
editions of the TV shows Living Single, 
Martin, and Family Matters, and the 
movie "Waiting to Exhale." Reading 
that rap was the voice of Black America 
at that time, I purchase vintage LiT Kim, 
Da Brat, and Foxy Brown CDs.
I want the African American male per­
spective, too. Hitting all coasts, I listen 
to Notorious B.I.G., 2-Pac, and Luke. I 
get footage from the Oprah Winfrey and 
Ricki Lake talk shows, which featured 
Black women daily. Add a few back is­
sues of local and national newspapers, 
TV newscasts, a copy of How Stella Got 
Her Groove Back and I should have a 
comprehensive view of the African 
American woman in the 90's.
Scary isn't it?
What might I conclude? Black women 
were very emotional beings, apparently, 
because they're incredibly insecure. 
They're either crying hysterically, an­
grily snapping at someone for a reason 
that doesn't justify such hostility, or 
craving for sex.
Black women were only newsworthy 
when they were crying or angry. Occa­
sionally, I would see images of a woman 
being attacked or killed, and occasion­
ally a "sista" might be performing in the 
local theater, but generally most photos 
of Black women in the newspaper cap­
tured them pouring over a murdered or 
imprisoned son, or yelling at a school 
board or city council meeting.
Situation comedies showed that Black 
women were catty, manipulative and 
materialistic. Regardless of how intelli­
gently they presented themselves, 
women of color always resorted to 
childish antics to resolve adult situa­
tions- accented, of course, with a bar­
rage of neck rolling and eye popping. 
On Ricki Lake, the catty image of fic­
tional Black female characters was, 
justified in real-life situations.
However, their major concern was! 
sex. It rated higher than family, bills,! 
and health as depicted in the mass 
media. No matter how righteous 
she appeared she was the noto­
rious "bad girl" who everyone 
wanted to sleep with but n 
one wanted to marry, the or­
gasmic noise that accompani 
music riffs; she had the self-p 
claimed "ill nana," liked to 
"freaked all night long," a 
enjoyed her status as one of he 
so-called man's many womeaAs 
a matter of fact, this hidc^n ani 
ike sexual drive was her primary asset 
despite any other talents she may have 
had. For example:
•It wasn't Tina Turner's incredible 
inner strength or dynamic voice, it was 
her great legs that got the attention.
•And it wasn't Angela Basset's dy­
namic acting ability people noticed, it 
was her muscular arms.
•Oprah's success in staying trim out­
weighed interest in her business savvy.
•Halle Berry's beauty was far more 
fascinating than her acting.
This illicit sexuality, associated with 
every Black woman made her unwor­
thy of respect, be she famous or not. You 
couldn't have borderline prostitutes in 
ads for jewelry, dish-washing detergent 
or perfume. It wasn't "wholesome." It 
wasn't "feminine."
Which leads to the revelation of the 




Perhaps biologically they were (it 
helped if they straightened their hair), 
but they definitely didn't live up to the














rid easily con 
that.. .¡V '
"ideal" image of a woman. Black 
women were too loud, boisterous, silly, 
and jealous and had too many wild, 
sexual desires (accented by their oddly- 
proportioned figures) to be REAL 
women. They were a couple of notches 
above primates, but not quite human. 
So what's that. . . about 3/5 human?
When social scientists study a group 
of people in a particular time period, 
they assess remnants of their culture to 
determine who they are. Remnants 
from our current mediums- television, 
newspapers, books, and CD's will be 
used to assess who we are.
The picture painted by these mediums 
aren't accurate, but it will be what our 
descendants have to go by. The mass 
production of these products, and the 
overwhelming consumption of them by 
large numbers of African-Americans 
will be used to validate the content.
Image isn't everything, but it is a ma­
jor factor when we consider that thou­
sands of young Black girls look to the 
media to define themselves and dictate 
their role in society. They look to music 
and sitcoms to determine what qualities 
they must develop to attract men, what 
their role in relationships should be, and 
to form an image of the ideal life.
By the time they realize that they've 
been idolizing a mirage, they will have 
become what they idolized, the fantasy 
thus becoming reality.
Take control of your images, before 
they take control of you.
All Photos by Kenji Jasper
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AUC Museums
by heather thompson
j Yhe Atlanta University Center is 
/ teeming with history that is sig
I' nificant not only to the devel­
opment of this University Center but 
also to black culture at large. Clark At­
lanta University and Spelman College 
both boast museums that house cel­
ebrated collections of art by premiere 
African-American artists of the 20th cen­
tury.
Clark Atlanta University's museum is 
located on the second floor of the Trevor 
Arnett building. The atrium of the mu­
seum if filled with six separate frescoes. 
The murals depict abstract images of 
Africans and African-Americans and 
their cultural and religious icons over 
the ages. The frescoes are named (in 
numerical order) Native Forms, Inter­
change, Dissipation, Parallel's, Influ­
ences and Muses. In addition to their 
aesthetic value these frescoes are trea­
sured because the artist responsible for 
them is Hale Woodruff.
Hale Woodruff is credited for the pro­
liferation of the arts in the AUC. In 1942
FROM REARGUARD TO VANGUARD:
Select ions from the 
Clark Atlanta University Collection 
of African American Art
he founded the fine arts department at 
Atlanta University. Until that point only 
arts and crafts had been taught in the 
AUC. Soon after the Atlanta University 
department was established, Woodruff 
began to lay the foundation for the de­
partments at both Morehouse and 
Spelman College. It is because of this 
seminal work that Woodruff's name is 
synonymous with the arts in the AUC.
Woodruff is also responsible for con­
ceptualizing and bringing to fruition the 
"Atlanta University Annuals" which 
were held annually in the spring from 
1942-1970. Artists were encouraged by 
the college to participate in this juried 
show and the artists work that received 
the highest rating was purchased by the 
college. Over the twenty-eight year 
course of the "Annuals" Atlanta Uni­
versity acquired 291 pieces of artwork. 
This body of work forms the nucleus of 
CAU's current permanent collection. 
The Annuals also served as a critical rite 
of passage for many African -American 
artists. It afforded them national expo­
sure that they often could not get in 
white museums and shows. Participa­
tion in the AU Annuals signaled to the 
artistic community that an artist had 
"arrived."
CAU 's current exhibit is entitled 
"From Reargaurd to Vanguard." Selec-
museums that house cel-
ebrated collections of art by 
premiere African-American 
artists of the 20th century.
tions in the exhibit have been taken from 
the CAU collection of American-Ameri­
can Art, and features work by artists 
such as Jacob Lawrence, Charles White, 
Romare Bearden, Elizabeth Catlett and 
Henry Ossawa Tanner.
Spelman College opened the doors to 
their museum in February of 1996. The 
museum is located on the first floor of 
the Cosby Center. Currently the "Bear-
Courtesy of Spelman College Museum
Valerie Maynard’s Get Me Another 
Heart This One's Been Broken 
Many Times currently on display at 
the Spelamn College Musuem.
ing Witness" exhibit is showing in the 
museum. "Bearing Witness" features the 
work of over thirty current African 
American women artists. The exhibit 
opened at Spelman and from there will 
travel to museums all over the nation. 
The show features work by notable art­
ists like Spelman alumnae Varnette 
Honeywood and Charnelle Holloway. 
Other recognized artists include Betye 
Saar and Lois Mailou Jones. The show 
features collages, paintings, photo­
graphs and sculpture. In October, 
Spelman hosted a three day symposium 
that gathered all of the artists and pro­
vided an opportunity for them to dia­
logue openly about their work and the 
role of black women artists as we ap­
proach the new millennium. The show 
will be at Spelman until the end of De­
cember. Museum hours for CAU are 
Tues-Fri 11:00-4:00 and Sat 12:00-4:00. 
Spelmans hours are Tues-Fri 11:00-5:00.
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Old School
by john hamlin
The year is 1993. It's a Friday night in 
the ATL and I, a wide-eyed freshman, 
am searching for a party. That's not a 
problem though, because all I have to 
do is look at the tons of flyers under­
neath my door promoting hype joints at 
the various clubs around the city. I can 
go to the Garage for the lo-lo and get 
my party on with Dee-Mello and the 
crew. I could swing over to the Soho and 
get busy NYC style with Sol and th< 
many celebs guaranteed to be th&rc'l 
finally decide to do what every) 
in the AUC (and the rest of At’ 
that matter) does ancL
Warehouse with 2620, DJ Searcy, Apple- 
jack, and the rest of Black Vinyl.
Fast-forward Igf 1996. I'm now a se­
nior, rt's WLlay mght, and there ain't 
jack to do. The Garage has turned 
into the Pyramid or one of its other
hundred names and nobody's checkin' 
it. The Soho has become Centennial 
Olympic Park and the only people danc­
ing are the bums around the water foun­
tain. Well, one can always count on the 
Warehouse- my bad, it's the World Clut^ 
now, and the only people there are fat 
ones sipping Cristal looking real dumD 
The Platinum House?- same steelo, dif-' 
ferent and smaller venve. What hap­
pened? 3Sr U*
Unfortunately, the same disease that 
has hit hip-hop has decimated the At­
lanta clu^Ujjgne. A few years ago, the 
mSd clubs would pack 'em 
■ekends. Everybody would 
together and get their party on re- 
dless of what coast, school, or de­
signer you were claiming. Kids from 
New York would be booty-shaking right 
next to shawtys from Atlanta doing the 
pepperseed. One would only sport a fly 
t-shirt and not label-layer cuz' before it
by Ktari Sh
was over, you'd probably be cc ming out 
of that DKNY anyway.
The bar was^i place to place your 
drink aifc rtwreft your ass t) post for 
.the caayofe.TW«.eftnks of choice were 
LswMs^in and juice; Heineken 
and Moet were reserved for the VIP's. 
Finally, if I'm paid a $12 cover charge,
5mebody besides Shante from 'round 
the way was onstage getting busy. The 
parties were so hype sometimes that 
people would skip the shuttle and take 
that hike from the Omni back to cam­
pus, just so you could get that last bit of 
partying in.
Is there a cure? Sure. If you want to 
go to the club to play Big Willie or be 
the Black Erica Kane, do the rest of us a 
favor and chill at home with BET. If you 
want to promote a party based on the 
liquor being served that night, throw a 
party at a Buckhead bar. If you want to 
get busy and leave all that pseudo- 
bulls**t at the door, come check me. 






by da undadog dakota grandeur 
a.k.a "the Downsizer"
Once again it's Friday and I rise in the 
nocturnal sunshine in pursuit of what 
to do for the Voltron crew. The Emory 
Black Student Association has put to­
gether a jam on their campus, 
somethin's poppin at the Casino and 
there's always a house party somewhere 
in the mix. So I hit the showers and the 
Lager|P^|^^|a my baggiest pair o|
When I arrive the God Tommy Fla­
mingo and the Dun Johnny Sparks are 
already ready, viciously verbally cap­
ping on each other and playing NBA 
Live while Sexy Ray, the erotic assas­
sin, is still in the shower. Jules the 
Impaler is stretched out on the couch 
watching videos, indifferent to the game 
plan. Coco Havana , Carter Kenobi,
B AO RAIPM AVENUE 
Home block as Krlspy Kreme)
Champale, Dirty Maurice Knuckles and 
Papa Smurf Duvalier are off doing their 
own thing for the night.
Dap is exchanged. "So what's up for 
the night?" I ask. Sparks wants the Ca­
sino and Flamingo wants Emory. I just 
want to be any place where the oppo­
site sex dwells in numbers 'cause I'm 
tryin to get off the rebound. We all know 
that Ray just wants to be where every­
body is. So the consensus is that we Rave 
thingj|Tw don ou 
Ibarra and jettiso 
:e of the AUCweek-
end.
Everybody has their Friday rituals, 
their means of transcending the stress 
and strain of majors, minors and the in­
structors that dine on our time like deli­
cacies. We hit the weights, the little black 
books, the theaters, the clubs, the liquor 
stores and even the weed spots in search 
of escapism from the monotony of ma­
niiMï
triculating through higher learning. 
We amass our teams and trudge into 
the night whether it's just to the next 
dorm over for a game of cards or all 
the way to Stone Mountain for a 
homegirl's get together. It's a means by 
which we discover ourselves through 
the activities we participate in. Do you 
get off on a dance floor full of high- 
priced fashion and flossing or a few 
folks crowded around a bowl of pop­
corn and a VCR? Does letting it all hang 
out require chemicals or the quiet whis­
pers of^SigMficant other in the silence 
f yotMCrib? T|
Like everything else in college life 
ing out serves as a means for us to 
develop our decision-making processes. 
Every Friday, Saturday and Sunday we 
have to decide what's best for us sans 
Mama, Daddy and previously omni­
present curfew and requests for the car. 
There's always something to do, and if 
we do it the right way now, then hope­
fully we'll do it the right way for the rest 
of our lives.
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T hat if..
by marc joseph 
editor-in-chief
Photo by Umi Vaughn
What if Christmas left you spiritu­
ally full instead of emotionally bank­
rupt? What if Tiger Woods left Nike 
and started rockin' Karl Kani gear on 
the golf course? What if you tried to 
hit the books as hard as you try to 
them skinz? What if you listened to 
your heart? What if Whitney 
Houston's voice didn't turn my 
knees to jello? What if food compa­
nies didn't try to insult mom's cookin 
with all their "just like home" prod­
ucts? What if you had something 
you'd die for? What if everyone who 
saw "Set it Off" ALSO saw "Get on 
the Bus?" What if the media por­
trayed blue eyes/blond hair/pale 
skin as ugly? What if Jews forgot 
about the Holocaust as quickly as the 
rest of the world has forgotten about 
American slavery? What if she's tell­
ing the truth? What if Lil' Kim was 
your younger sister's role model? 
What if the good guys only won in the 
movies? What if Speech recorded a 
Happy Rap / Gangsta Rap album with 
Scarface? What if all the "ready to die" 
niggaz were just as ready to pray? 
What if you didn't have to pay 20 dol­
lars for a 3 dollar t-shirt with a cracka's 
name on it? What if all these deep 
thinkers were at the root of our shal­
low conversation? What if I used my 
last what if to tell my family that I loved 
them?
Photo by Khan Shiver
The Maroon IP’age g January
The Maroon Page ho January 1997
KHARI SHIVER
The Maroon Pace h January 1997/
Ossie Davis on Doing the Right Thing
transcribed and moderated by Gregory L. Johnson, Jr.
W
hat was true in 1992 in South Central LA, what was true in '65, '66, '67 in Detroit, Cleveland, Washington
tose times will come again. So, we must say to ourselves, "Those times are gonna come and when they come,
we must have some answers; we must study what those answers are gonna be.
M
any associate Ossie Davis 
with stability. The longev­
ity of his career and his 
marriage to Ruby Dee is remarkable. 
However, from his rearing in rural Geor­
gia to his groundbreaking 
work in the 60’s and 70s, from 
being taken under the wings 
of scholar Alain Locke at 
Howard to taking budding 
director Spike Lee under his,
Ossie's legacy is a dynamic 
one in the vein of men like 
W.E.B. DuBois and Malcolm 
X. Ossie Davis has carried the 
torch across Harlem's post- 
Renaissance stages, through 
the dark years of 
McCarthyism, and into the 
Black Renaissance of the '90’s.
Here he reveals that he is 
ready to pass the torch to the 
young firebrands of the 21st 
century.
GJ: Tell me about the project 
you just completed.
OD: Mrs. Ever's Boys. It's a 
[movie] about the Tuskeegee 
Experiment and one of the nurses in­
volved, and how she's affected by 
knowing the men are dying. Alfre 
Woodard plays the nurse and I play her 
father.
GJ: You've said you enjoy being a story­
teller, being able to depict the Black experi­
ence. How do you reconcile telling your 
story and the desire for acceptance from your 
peers ?
OD: Countee Cullen sort of thought 
he was a poet first and Black second, in 
contradistinction to Langston Hughes, 
who thought he was Black first and a 
poet second. I would be on the side of 
Langston Hughes. Storytelling and the 
oral tradition is very much a part of 
what I do when I say I'm Black. As a 
child in Waycross, GA, I lived in a com­
munity where stories of Brer Rabbit [or] 
the stories our parents would tell about 
their own life were available as a part of 
the common culture. I had always 
wanted to do something about those sto­
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ries, and I think that's how I got to be a 
writer, which is how I got to be an actor.
GJ: Do you think that some acclaim or suc­
cess was given to someone who was not so 
uncompromising about their ideals?
OD: This was the truth, this is the 
truth. There are always people who are 
willing to be whatever it is they are be­
fore they're Black, and to a certain de­
gree they gain acceptance and better 
pay; if they can do it, fine. Black folks 
have been "passing" and leaving being 
who they are since we've been here and 
we still manage to get on. Whatever suc­
cess comes to those artists, I couldn't live 
that way and I would disagree with 
them.
GJ: There's a lot of talk about “the new
Black Renaissance." What are the ramifica­
tions of this new interest in African-Ameri­
can culture? Is this a cycle, or a fad?
OD: Motion pictures and Black accep­
tance therein, that does hap­
pen in cycles. I was the direc­
tor of Cotton Comes to 
Harlem in 1969, one of the first 
films that proved to Holly­
wood that you could make a 
Black film and be profitable 
with it. Cotton opened the 
way to 10 years of 
Blaxploitation film, but when 
the audience died out, Holly­
wood said, "It's been nice, but 
we don't have anything for 
you to do. Go home."
Now what Spike [Lee] has 
done differently- Spike Lee is, 
in addition to a damn good 
filmmaker, a master marke­
teer. He knows he'll sell a cer­
tain amount [of tickets] to a 
young Black audience and, if 
the price and production are 
kept at a certain figure, he can 
make a profit. Hollywood, 
seeing him do that, and want­
ing a piece of the profit, opens the door 
for Spike to come in.
Spike, to some degree, is teaching 
the [other filmmakers] that if we can ap­
peal to our Black audience, we don't 
have to worry about whether Holly­
wood is going to open the door or not. 
And so we arrive by logical conclusion 
to Get on the Bus, where Spike deliber­
ately does not get money from Holly­
wood. To make the film, he raises $2.5 
million from about 15 Black men. He 
gets actors to work for scale, thus keep­
ing the cost down. All the film has to do 
is make $7.5 million-
GJ: Winch is everyone who went to the 
Million Man March.
OD: Right! And beyond that, the film 
CONTINUED ON THE NEXT PAGE
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is making profit. Now if these 15 Black 
millionaires walk away from this film 
with not only their original investments 
in their pockets, but profit, when Spike 
comes around the second time, they're 
ready, someone else is ready. The poten­
tial here is that Black filmmakers can use 
the established conduits, but through 
the established conduits, they can ap­
peal to their own audience. If that is the 
case, then I think we will have broken 
free from Hollywood's cyclical "love 
you, hate you" relationship.
GJ: You've frequently been referred to as 
"the ‘grand old man' of Black theater." Are 
you comfortable with your status as an 'el­
der'?
OD: You have to put up with a lot of 
things in life, and titles like that 
are one of them. I'm really not the 
"grand old man" of African- 
American theater. I've only writ­
ten one play in my life. Although 
I'm in the Broadway Hall of 
Fame, I haven't really done a 
great number of shows, and nei­
ther has Ruby. We are celebrated 
because we represent what 
people want us to be, what 
people need us to be. They need 
to feel that there is somebody out 
there who is the dean of Black 
actors, so they put the title on us.
We accept it because it's useful to the 
community, but we do not define our­
selves as such.
GJ: It seems like with our generation, a 
lot of youth fail to recognize the well-spring 
of experience in our elders, almost to the 
point of disrespect. How does that play out 










OD: In the first place, every 
youth starts as a baby and is 
raised by somebody, so if the 
children come up and disre­
spect the parents, it's the par­
ents' fault. Our problem in the 
Black community is our lack of 
power- our children see that 
we do not have it. And we 
don't know how to say to the 
child, "I'm powerless be­
cause...," and by implication to 
say, "ultimately we gotta 
change the foundation of this 
whole society so I can come to 
the power that is properly 
mine." What we owe, I think, 
to the young people, is first to 
understand that they would 




thing to offer. 
We've got to 
communicate 





and we need 
your help to
right what's
Photo by Khari Shiver ° ,
wrong with
this society.
GJ: There's a great appetite now for things 
dealing with the "New World Order" and so­
cial engineering. If a lot of these suspicions 
are true, how should people of my generation 
prepare for them- on whatever level?
OD: What was true in 1992 in South 
Central LA, what was true in '65, '66, '67 
in Detroit, Cleveland, Washington- all 
those riots- those times will come again. 
So, we must say to ourselves, "Those times 
are gonna come and when they come, we 
must have some answers; we must study 
what those answers are gonna be." We 
must adapt as a model a thing that hap­
pened on a Black [college] campus.
In 1926, a Black president came to 
Howard University- Mordecai Johnson. 
Mordecai's theory was that if Black people 
were gonna come up, they needed to do 
it under law; therefore they needed to 
know what the fuck the law was about. 
So Mordecai got a first-class law depart­
ment: he got [people like] Charles
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Hamilton, Thurgood Marshall [and] 
James Nabrit.
That law department deliberately 
set as its objective the augmentation 
of the civil rights of Black folks; it de­
veloped a strategy and began to move 
into action; it came up with the 
NAACP Legal Defense fund and, little 
by little, it rewrote the constitution, 
which ultimately led to Brown v. 
Board of Education in 1954, which led 
to the granting of civil rights. We need 
to do the same thing. We need that 
much lead time, that much work [and] 
dedication. But it needs an organized 
approach rather than helter-skelter, or 
this thinking that “America has cre­
ated the golden age and we're gonna 
train you on computers so you can fit 
in it."
GJ: So what about a school like More­
house College, in an age where the college 
is a business first and foremost, that re­
lies on corporate philanthropists who may 
not share the same aims and visions you 
just described?
OD: I don't know, I haven't got "the 
answers." I made contributions in the 
'30s, in the '40s, in the '50s, in the '60s, 
in the '70s. My mental framework is 
geared to what happened there. I 
don't think looking to Ossie is going 
to solve anything anymore. I think 
Ossie's made many contributions al­
ready. Maybe one of the best things I 
can do is step back and encourage 
someone new and young, who has a 
better grasp on what's happening.
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Black Noise: 
Rap Music and 
Black Culture in 
Contemporary 
America-- “With loads of
Black Noise
M
intelligence and critical insight,Tricia Rose's book 
Black Noise offers a compelling analysis of the history and development of hip-hop as both musical and artistic expression, while not forgetting to pay attentionpolitics of culture that shape its
The Good Book 11-- is a brilliant and inspiring look at the Bible today from the Harvard scholar, a man Time magazine called one of the seven best preachers in America.With compassion, humor, and insight, Gomes gives us the tools we need to make the Bible a dynamic part of our daily lives-and reminds us that the Bible is not just doctrine and interpretation, but one of the most available and extraordinary means by which we are brought into proximity with divine. (Morrow, $25.00)
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William J. Key 
Robert Johnson-Smith II
From One 
American Ifields—poli struggles, t American they consi Morehouse Smith II d insightful t|
other to Another: Voices of African- is a collections of voices from many religion, business, and law- reflects amphs, hopes , and dreams of African 
i of all ages and socioeconomic levels asssues that affect them each day. inus William Key and Robert Johnson- a wonderful job gathering these ights. (Judson Press, $10.00)
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Paralleluniversal the self !Times is an evocative memoir that poses questions: Where does the family end and egin? What do we owe our families, and¡¿dreams for ourselves? What part ¿part is a shackle? For imension of race: rgely defined
Raising Children in a Turbulenrlited States from Nigeria, Marita and Michael, nted byhorrifying Reading cause ig black males ;e of twenty- de. The boy surrounded pon with ir that his
Brent Staples
Parallel Time
by a warm, loving Afrij scorn by many white life may be casuallyLrical and revealing narrative, Golden has importance. (Doubleday, $18.50) crj F of
The Odyssey of Black Men 
in America—An Anthology. '





ERB BOYD AND ROBERT L. ALLEN
■n In AmericaBTs extraordinary by the editors' stated mosiac of essays and storiesmen can view themselves , and be viewed tion.” (Ballantine, $35.00)
ae purpose of tt£ a loanin which Black without distor
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Slugs, Spinach, and Afro-Kinetics
by vernando reuben
It's 4: 30 a.m. on a rain-framed dawn­
ing of December, ap­
proximately 16 hours 
before the opening of 
Leon Pelzer Kirkland's 
The Slug. The current 
scene is one of seated 
excitement and agitated 
anticipation. And un­
derstandably so. Big 
Steph, a.k.a. Sexy Mama 
Sunshine, Spelmanite, 
stylist, official F.O.A.
(friend of the artists) 
and now culinary spe­
cialist, is working on 
her seductively succu­
lent, world renown 
spinach dip for the 
show's debut.
So are we talking 
about slimy green 
thingies? No. We’re dis­
cussing the first of 
many-to-come produc­
tions of the enterprising 
artistic entity called The 
Afro-Kinetic Ensemble.
The Slug is actually a 
pre-mortem analysis of "life as it unfolds 
over a table of death." It is calculated 
uncertainty, indispensably dramatic, 
and caustically real. "It's when one plus 
one doesn't equal two," simplifies the 
writer and coincident star, Kirkland. 
The show's director, Gloria Bigelow 
adds, "it's about decisions and their re­
percussions." According to its co-star 
Kimble Joyner, "it's everything your 
mama warned you about." And if you're 
wondering why so abstract? Why so 
vague? Cuz you got Dan Rather to give 
you the 6 o'clock news, there are still 
some things in life that you have to wit­
ness for yourself. The Slug is one of 
them.
The Afro-Kinetic Ensemble, the pro­
duction company and proud mother of 
the new-born baby Slug, comprises in­
tensive creative energy and raw talent 
with a slivery bit of direction—in other 
words, theatrical arts manifested in the 
form of Kirkland, Bigelow, and Joyner. 
Its founders envision it as part of the
The Afrokinetic Ensemble, the 
production company and 
proud mother of the new-born 
baby Slug, comprises intensive 
creative energy and raw talent 
with a slivery bit of direction— 
in other words, theatrical arts 
manifested in the form of 
Kirkland, Bigelow, and Joyner.
neo-nineties Black theater movement.
Bigelow re­
marks, "it's 
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met at the Mocha Bean Cafe where the 
show will debut to see the folk/acous­
tic band US who, coincidently, will per­
form as well. "Kimble and I went to 
boarding school together," Kirkland re­
calls," and Gloria and I worked together 
in this play my freshman year at More­
house. We had an acting class at 
Spelman . . .1 knew what she could do.
“ ■ il y
Or Hair World
Monday-Saturday
10 a.m. - 7 p.m.
397 Lee Street
Atlanta, GA 30310 (404)752-9861
I talked to her about it, gave her a script, 
and well..."
The dynamic between any group of 
artists always approaches the cliff of 
chemical imbalance, but this crew seems 
to have a type of pyramidal symmetry 
going on within their own space. 
Bigelow's take on working with the 
group, "Kimble and Leon, they're total 
opposites, Leon's way more organized, 
Kimble's more laid back . . .He's the 
charmer. Me, I get down to business, 
I'm usually the one to say, 'Okay, let's 
just rehearse.' "
So what's in the future for the 
Afrokinectic Ensemble? "We're gonna 
blow sh*t up. We're doing a phat col­
lege tour . . .we'll eventually have our 
own theatrical company," boasts an en­
thused Kirkland. When you have youth, 
talent AND drive in your favor, it isn’t 
difficult to be optimistic.,
It is now 7:30 a.m. (Yeah, we're still 
up) and Big Steph has completed her 
edible masterpiece. Exhausted and on 
the verge of losing her extraordinary 
patience, she breaks her silence, "Okay 
guys, I'm ready . . .TO GO!" Regarding 
The Slug she explodes, "its about my 
spinach dip. . .and russian roulette. Or 
something.
Editor's note: The Slug was performed 
at the Mocha Beau Cafe on 253 Auburn Ave. 
on the 3rd, 5th, 6th, 8th, 10th, and 12th of
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& younger [black] artists who
create now intend to express our 
individual dark-skinned selves
without fear or shame ... We know we are 
beautiful. And ugly too ... We build our temples 
for tomorrow, strong as we know how, and we 







fashions of Atlanta's 
premiere black de signers 
and clothiers.
text and styling by rodney gabriel 
photography by khari shiver
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I'VE GOT YOUR BACK: She 








striped A-line dress 
by Vinson Thorn 
Gregory Salon. 
Patent leather, sig 
shirt, JCO.
WHAT'S MY NAME?: Don't ask 
a question, and you won't be 
told a lie. Forget all labels - 
No Names apply.
Steve (left): Long-sleeved black 
tee; army-green , baggy pants; 
logo style bag, all by NO 
NAMES. Hair by Eric/Step in 
Vogue Salon. Trevor (right): 
Duo-tone apple jack cap; em­
broidered pullover; baggy, 
Greystone denim jeans, all 
available at NO NAMES.
5
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LACK BY NATURE, 
INTELLIGENT BY DESIGN, 
DIVINE BY DESTINY.





We know we are all 
that and even more --
Shaundra (Clockwise 
from top): Leopard 
?rint jacket and black 
eather pants, ODDITY. 
Trevor : See-through 
metallic black shirt, 
ODDITY; silver, baggy- 
fit satin jeans, JCO. 
Danielle : White, but­
ton performance top 
with patent leather 
collar and sleeves, JCO; 
blue-n-white check 
pants, JCO. Hair by 
Vinson Thornhill/ 
Charles Gregory/ Salon. 
Steve : Iridescent blue 
acetate shirt, ODDITY; match­
ing taffeta pants, JCO. Hair 
by Eric/Step in Vogue Salon.
CEHIN z
STEPPIN' OUT: Swift, strong, sexy, and 
smooth -these sisters make their way 
through Atlanta's historic West End 
district, sure-footed and confident.
Danielle (top left): Chocolate, suede 
suit, ODDITY. Hair by Vinson
Thornhill/Charles Gregory Salon. 
Shaundra (bottom right): Zip-down 
crocodile jacket with faux fur collar
and matching skirt by Dina Barrel, 
ODDITY.
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Rio Mall/C-105
595 Piedmont Avenue, Atlanta, GA 30308 
Tel: (404) 685-9573 Fax: (404)685-9574
Men & Women's Clothing, Art & Accessories
■ 3115 Piedmont Road 
Suite A101






 am deeply appreciative to the men and women who truly made this layout possible: 
Rori Blakeney, B.C., Anthony Dennis, Damion Jones, MJ., David Knox, Winston Mathis,
Monique McCloud, Shaan Price, Khari Shiver, and Vinson Thornhill. Also many thanks 
to our models -- Trevor Baptiste, Steve Perkins, Danielle Rose, and Shaundra Mullins -- who 
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(professor of Skirt, SAlorekouse College
\rt is the only may 9 can 
■ yet my message over. ‘J 
can I do it in the pulpit-, ‘d'm not a 
minister and don 'I manl io be. dfut if 
9 can say something, whether it be in 
photography, sculpture, painting, or 
printmaking, that's my mission.
Woman With A Pipe
W
illiam J. Anderson was born in Selma, Alabama. His father, after whom he was named, owned an infirmary. His 
mother, Minnie B. Anderson, was a nurse. Both parents encouraged their son’s interest in the arts. When he was 
10 years old, he began taking music lessons from an Oberlin Conservatory-trained musician. By the time he was
18, Anderson had performed in 13 recitals, playing the vibraphone, which he made himself at 14, and the B-flat coronet.
After graduating from Alabama State in 1958, Anderson enrolled in the Layton School of Art, where he concentrated in 
sculpture. Anderson received his bachelor of fine arts degree in 1962 and began teaching clay modeling and moldmaking at the 
University of Wisconsin in Milwaukee. This was the beginning of a series of appointments at other colleges, including Grambling, 
Mississippi Valley State College, and Alcorn. During of absence from Alcorn, Anderson received his master in fine arts in 1968 
from the Instituto Allende in San Miguel, Mexico. He taught at Savannah State College from 1971 to 1980.
When Anderson realized he could photograph his art better than other photographers, he began to take photography seri­
ously. He soon brought that genre the same high visual intelligence and perfection that has defined his voice in other media.
In April of 1994, Anderson was invited by Ms. Maya Angelou to exhibit his work at the New Artists Gallery in New York. 
Plans are currently underway to display his work in one of the world's most prestigious houses of art and archaelogical mate­
rial. Not one to rest on the laurels of these honors, Anderson continues to augment his international experience with a trip to 
Europe planned in the summer of 1997 (after he has taught his classes for Morehouse's summer session.)
Whether telling a story, attempting to reveal a hidden truth, or celebrating the beauty of human life, Anderson's aesthetic 
sensibility and iconographical themes combine to make a contexturalized tapestry of black life. His images reveal the history 
of African American struggle for self-determination.
— Floyd Coleman, Ph.D. 








I rise in the nocturnal sunshine only to fill my mental bowl with frustration and vex 'cause everytime I soar to the scene to flex 
I see specks of mediocrity magnified by a lack of creative ventilation, stylistic suffocation supervised by the single-minded 
simpleton being strangled by an all-access pass.
It's this person who plagues me as I try to pen played-out poe-treee and getting a cheering spree of applause for my spray of 
phrases and clauses accented by the watermelon Pez that makes my breath so fresh, and lets my concepts mesh into a literary 
scroll spawned from the same pool as the other three before me.
I trip down the stairs of my ego and here he goes to front for me cause he's the artistic flunkee who always says my shit is 
tight even though his literary aptitude for classic cannot transcend Coke in a can.
But F it, I'm the man cause I stand in the squared circle with a mic and spit game to all the girls as my words unfurl and 
moisten the panties of the sista in the front row
U I don't know for the next sixty cause I'm picky on who I befriend in the spotlight,
We all Black right but all 12 million can't pay to get in my party
As the lights lose wattage and I rest in my cottage at Egocentral I know I can cash in my soul for a shot on Jay Leno or send a 
letter to the man who can play massa and sandbag me into the light with a twist of lime when the chime sounds or tolls and I 
bowl another artistic effort to knock over the ten pins of my mortgage payment,
And that's how I pay the price, rising in the nocturnal sunshine to roll the dice as to whether or not I'll compose a creative 
winner or be branded a sinner by the have-nots sans connects who target my semi-permeable spine with chrome-plated Tec-9s
scause I'll infinitely spit on their section 8 tactics,
'Cause I'm rich and I know all there is about Black art,
I'm rich and I know all there is about Black art,
But maybe I'll start using what I know tommorrow.
by kenji jasper
‘Jack Frost nipping at your door... x4
[sampled fro ristmas Song’]
it
"I sport triple-down rain gear, dumping : 
And that overweight queer with the red 
Sliding down chimneys but staring dowi 
I'm putting Santa on alphabet-ical medi 
It's survival of the fittest as the milleniu 
By then the only existing life on Earth is 
But see, I'm colder than nuclear winter
I make a nigga change agenda I Change 
Change men to feminine women in mas 
Season's Beatings until the next Saturna 
In conflict, whenever you plan it, I'mma 
My Sanskrit bombs and liquid nitrogen 
I'm like "wonder twins activate!"- dip in 
Mysticist or sister I Blue I'll make your 
Boy, if you ready to be the man I'mma h
The idea- Em the rhymin' Simon Phoenix 
murder death kill / You got me all f-cked up 
bominable blow(man) / Kiss ya ass goodbye 
nding under mistletoe I And, Em Mandingo 
ltural experiences don't include Kris Kringle 
Celebratin' Satan- Oh, sorry!- Santa 
It continues to be a mind boggier 
n Black people be pickin' sh-t off the ground 
like a toddler I I shoot the gift like Kwaanza 
That holiday is pagan. . .
ntrary to what my bereaved mother believed 
sus was conceived by a mitochondrial weave 
eave gangrene when I slang knee below zero 
more Heat than Pacino and Robert De Niro"
Rass Kass "Jack Frost" Soul On Ice Sampler
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